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seemed somehow not like a product of the unaided imagi-
nation. As a matter of fact, there was turning out to be
more than a grain of truth, though swollen in some cases,
distorted in others, in everything he had told us.

In Souieda, the Druse capital,, and in the castles of the
Atrash family, we had found a rich feudal aristocracy,
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A  SACRED  BULL ON  THE ZSHTAR GATE AT BABYLON

holding fast to Druse customs and traditions, yet partially
sophisticated through contact with Damascus, Beirut, and
the coast. I was beginning to know my hosts so well and
trust them so much that I had no hesitancy in talking to
them of the tales I had heard in Damascus. At some
they were amused; at others angry. In most cases they
were candid and even anxious for us to learn the truth.
Northeast of Souieda and behind the terrific basalt and
lava walls and gorges of the Lejah, whither we were taken